PARENTING. >. 2nd 


Being a parent had challenges; never do I wish to ever do that job again! Like military duty, I was 
drafted into parenthood. People often do things in life only once in learning never to do them again; for me 
parenting was one such instance, and it was not even my idea! When around women, kids happen, and then 
she ‘claims’ that it was not her idea — either — ‘Oops’ did it. I would sure like to find ‘Ms. Oops!’ That 
mischievous being sure lands a lot of men into ‘we are in this together, partner’ paternity. Well somebody 
thought of it and the prime suspects are she, the kid and me. So now I cautiously avoid women and kids. I 
recall many Saturday mornings doing battle with a petulant 5-year-old daughter at the breakfast table. It 
always was something her mother assigned me to do while the brave coward safely hid out in another part of 
the house. Therefore, she delegated the dirty work to me then ran and hid well away from the flying skin and 
fur, mine, that came next. Usually, my daughter did something that got her grounded or other penance and I 
served as executioner delivering Ms. Judge, jury and sentencing wife’s verdict: guilty. When in trouble she 
was always my daughter. Then as executioner, I got the dirty work of carrying out sentencing. Lucky me. I 
would launch into explaining why said daughter was in trouble and the punishment. She melodramatically 
waged an argument with wit, logic and tenacity that would best Perry Mason and Race Horse Haynes 
courtroom dramas combined. I did not stand a chance. Did you ever wonder why men do not argue with 
women and girls? Because they are better at it than we guys, and practice all the time on each other in bitch— 
shit battles, which defy even a male’s imagination. Maybe we should send them to all the wars; they seem to 
enjoy it more! Then when well experienced, she comes after we men. Guys, be scared, be very scared. In 
retrospect, maybe I should have run away instead of serving as the wife’s dumb, useful—idiot-savant. Well 
into the battle with said daughter that I am badly losing, which is a severe understatement, finally I pull rank. 
As a last resort parents desperately do that when losing any argument with a mini—me child acting just like 
his or her mom or dad, we pull rank: ‘J am bigger, older, and said so!’ Consequently, after masochistically 
taking one hell of an ass whipping at the invective of a five year old, I pull rank: ‘J am older and bigger than 
you, and said so!’ End of argument, you are grounded and that is that. Predictably this always followed: 
‘THAT’S NOT FAIR...!!? Yep, every time. I counter her petition with ‘life is not fair, get over it.’ Then 
said 5-year-old counters with, why not! Who said it is not...that is not fair either, blah, blah, blah, and ad 
nauseam. My escape hatch just opened to bail out of this tailspin crash and burn wreck heading straight 
down with me in it. Because! “YOUR MOTHER SAID SO, that is why!’ Touché pussycat. I am out of here 
— go see your mom. Then said daughter would jump up and find Ms. Brave Coward, she knew all her hiding 
places, and lit into her. Hastily, in feet do not fail me now; I would escape from the messy crime scene. Like 
watching politics and sausage in the making, I do not have a stomach for undergoing bitch—shit fury of two 
drama queens screaming, shrieking accusations, THAT’S NOT FAIR, slamming doors, throwing things, 
BECAUSE I SAID SO -ad infinitum. Finally her brave coward mother would pull rank, which always 
ended in the same STOMP! STOMP! SLAM! Of daughter’s bedroom door, followed in kind by wife’s — 
ditto to her room. Even the dog hot on my heels had sense enough not to remain indoors during one of these 
raging she beast storms. Parenting, one never knows the job is that tough until drafted into the duty? No one 
in his or her right mind would ever voluntarily undergo such miserableness. Perhaps that is why when I 
think of parenting creative insanity automatically comes to mind as an inseparable aspect of it. From all of 
us here at The Crackerbox Palace counting flowers on the wallpaper, where they have a wrench to fit every 
nut, rubber rooms and Thorazine drips, until next time — Happy Parenting©. 








